BARBADOS,   HONOLULU,  FIJI   AND  NEW
men came, have lost a little of their charm in becoming out-
posts of the British Empire. Some of the vigour has gone out
of the dark-skinned Fijians, who were once bold eaters of
missionaries and traders, but who now play gramophones and
eat tinned salmon. There was enough of the old beauty left
to please the Prince of Wales while he stayed in Suva. He
steamed into the harbour, past the island upon which the
natives danced upon red-hot stones, in deference to old and
more fierce gods than ours. For a day or two he lived among
the Fijians; then he sailed on, towards New Zealand.
New Zealand is young in English history, but through the
legends of the Maoris, its story can be traced back to the time
of William the Conqueror. While the Norman was planning
his conquest across the Channel, another adventurer stood on
the shore of Tahiti and dreamed of unfound islands in the
southern oceans of the world. This Tahitian made his brave
journey in a canoe: he landed on the wild shore of New Zea-
land, killed a bird twice as tall as himself, ate his fill, and sailed
away again. Two hundred years later his descendants crossed
the same ocean, and those who survived the terrible journey
became the first Maoris of New Zealand.
Six hundred years passed before the first European colonists
made their settlements on the shores of the new country—in
the 'forties of the last century. Less than a hundred years
later the Prince of Wales arrived in Auckland, in April of
1920. In this time the straggling settlements had grown into
the strength of a Dominion.
The Prince arrived on a glowing, sunny day. Hundreds of
quick white yachts sped out over the blue water to meet him,
and aeroplanes, juggling with the sunlight, swooped down
over the cruiser as she moved in towards the wharves. The
street through which the Prince drove—now a buzzing
thoroughfare, flanked by tall stone buildings—had been the
bed of a dribbling creek some eighty years before. It was now
a dark and mighty river of-people watching the Prince drive
to Government House. Near the wharf upon which he landed
there had been a little group of Labour agitators, gloomy and

